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THE WIFE'S MANUAL. 



C!)C BriDe's pragcr. 



^HOU that till; author and the 

^ Of all good things, without 
&.] whol'e foftKring grace 

And ever prefent help, the lendereft 
And beft afFeaions of the heart can yield 
No certain joy ; to Thee, O God, I turn. 
E'en in this hour of folemn happincis, 
Befeeching Thee, from Thy bright dwelling- 
place. 
The glad abode of peace on high, to look 
Down on Thy trembling bandcnaid, and to 

That, as tbrough new and untried fcenes I 

lake 
My doubtful way, and as frcili duties crowd 




Acrofi my pathj thele weik aiid faltering 

May be fo guided by that gentle light 
Which flimeth only Irora above, thic I, 
And my efpoufed ftUow travelJer, 
With knitted hands and loving hearts, may 

Unfcathed life's rugged wild, and reach at laft 
The heavenly hills and everlafting reft. 
The glorious purchafe of the precious blood 
That from His wounded fide forlinners flow'd, 
In whofi: groat name, and for whole blelled 

In humble truft, my Bridal Prayer I make. 
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A WEDDING SONG. 



lis 



HHERE are chimes, merry chimes, 
in the air. 
What tell they ? 
That as, to glad our wedded love. 
Thole iilvery bell-fongs float above ; 
So from above true joy IhaJl come 
To bjefs our own, our happy home. 
Both night and day. 

There are fiowera, fragrant flowers, at bur feet. 

What teach they } 
That earth-born pleafures may be fpread 
Along the path that we fhaJI tread ; 
But, even fliould it be our lot 
With hafty ftep to cnifli them not, 

TUey muft decay. 



There are fmiles, ftiort-lived fmiles 

What ftiow they? 
They tell us, never but in heaven 
la lafling blifa to mortals given; 



alia 



md. 




That looks of love, like fairy flowers 
And charms of mufic-laden hours, 
Muft pafs away. 



There is hope, thrilling hope, in our hearts. 

What does hope fay ? 
The merry drains of life may change, 
Joy-flowers may fade, and friends grow 

flrange; 
But thofe by pure afFeftion join'd. 
Fond heart to heart, firm mind to mind. 
Are bound for aye. 




gsocning IpraBcr in gummer. 



* OW, when each dew-refre!hed 
floweret bares 
Its glowing bofom to the rifiiig 

e-rock'd branches tw t 



h niufic, let rnj vo ci 
of Life and L ^ 
; may Thy gnce j. 



And from the brt 

t'riog birds 
Fill the bright air ■ 
Aicend, great Soui 
Hymning Thy pra 

beams 
Shme o'er my heart, illumine all mj o 
And gladden it with gratitude and In e 
Teat.h me, O God, to pafi the dayl gh 1 
As mindful ever how the night of dea 1 
The night wherein no man can wo k 

At last, and after that the ftri£l accoun 
Before Thy throne, and dread awa d 




My weal or woe eternal miNt Jipend 
Pardon my fins, uiiii umbered and unknown 
Watch o'er me; Qiake my own dear tjuiet ( 

The Edeti of my heart, and, whilll I tend 
With joyous care the Jweet but fragile flowers 
Of houiewife virtues, guard me from the wiles 
Of the Arch-ferpetit, 'neatli the leafy fliade 
Of muocence itfelf, in arabufli hid. 
Whilft loving, and by earthly oaea beloved, 
Lead me to fix my deareft Iiopes on Thee; 
Teach me to look, above the murky mift 
Of earthly vapour that fiirrounds me here. 
To the far-off of everSafting bJifs, 
Stretching beyond, and toward the horizon 

there. 
The bright, ethereal, and the only true, 
TheatraofphereofloveinwhichThoudwelleft, 
To turn my trembling; fteps.and meet unmoi 
The gufts of forrow beating on my head. 
And this I alk in His dear name alone 
Whom as their Lord repentant finiiers owi 





FORGOTTEN BLESSINGS. 



" "-:? "^HERE are the ftars, the ftars that 

\/_\y^ All through the fummer night? 
!. .a/^-jmOI Why are they and their pale 

(jueen gone, 
A? if the) fear d to be look'd upon 
By the gaze of the bold Daylight ? 

Gone they are not. — In the far blue (kies 

Their lilent ranks they keep ; 
Unfeen by our fun-dazzled eyes. 
They wait till the breath of the night-wind 

Then tome and watch our fleep, 

Thui oft it is — the lights that cheer 

The night of our diftrefs. 
When brighter, gladder hours appear. 
Forgotten with our grief and fear. 

Wake not our thankfulnefs. 



En 




Yet ftill, unmindful though we be 

Thofe lamps of loye remain ; 

And, when life's ihadowa clofe, ar 

Look up forae ray of hope to fee. 

Shall glad our hearts again, 





OW can I thank Tliee, God of 

Mercy ? Low 
Speak forth T!iy praifes and Thy 

goodnefs tell ! 
Thy loving-kindiiefi, every morn renew'd, 
Hafi, through the fliadows of another night, 
Guarded my bed, and fafely raifed me up. 
All undeferving as I am, again 
Refrefti'd by lleep, to walk the round of life. 
Take from me, Lord, all flothfuliiefs of heart. 
And give me wil'dom from iboie to guide 
My every thought ind aftiou by Thy law 
Increafe my love for all arouud and Thee 
Chiefeil: of ail, Iburce ot true jny and pence 
Teach me to fee thi, loathlomeneK ot Im 
And, trufting in Thy ^nce jnd ihit alone 
Againft the tempter watch and ward to keep 
That, when the talents to my handi configu d 



Sh 



I [ 



ra 



i&t 







Tiiy fearcliing gaze- Forgive me, oh ! forgive 

All my pall fins, — Help thou my unbelief. 

And lead me on to lioiinefs and Tliee. 

Let me not doubt thai, in the cold hard foil 

Of this probationary life of earth, 

Lie dormant germs of purity and blifs; 

That froft and ftornis of fti-rn and adverfe 

fortune 
Do but prL-pare the way for tlie warm influence 
Of Thy eternal fanftifying love. 
And this 1 a(k, O God, for His dear fake 
r linful load did take. 
And His meek life for guilty human-kind 
Upon the altar of His crols relign'd. 





NOTHER day to Life ia given. 
Another day; 
To force our onward march lo 



Along [he path where He has ftriven 

Who lliow'd the way. 

Another day before us hes, 

A day of Faith ; 
To fix on Him our gladden'd eyes 
Who fits triumphant in the (kies 

O'er fin and death. 



Another day — as thole of yore ; 

A day of Hope ; 
To bid our hearts alpiriiig foar 
Above the maze where evermore, 

Earth-wilhes grope. 
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<IEtientng Jptagcr. 



^I^REAT guardian of the midnight 
hours, to whom 
Darkneis and light are both 
alike ; whofe eye 
Pierces the fliadowy curtain that enfolds 
One half tlie globe, and fees enafted there 
So many fcenes of forrow and of crime, 
Known but to Thee alone ; fet round our be 

elic watchers that may drive away 
The hateful fpirits, whofe suggeftive wiles 

;r wild thoughts and troublous phantalies 
)ur fleep-Ihackled minds ; and teach oui 
hearts. 

Whene'er we caft afide the day's attire 
And feek our reft, lo fee that folemn hour. 
When, difenrob'd of thefe our flefhly weeds — 
Thefe crumbling frames, the worms' enforced 

fees— 
Our fouU fliall wander in no land of dreams. 



But, dwelling with reality and Thee, 
Await the awful fentence of ihe Judge. 
And, whilfl I pray that Thy protecting arm 
May fpread a lliield above our lleeping honra. 
Here, on my knees, I thank Thy bounteous 

For Thy unnumber'd ^fls of grace and love 
Through the paft day vouclifafed. My fati 

offences 
Againft Thy wife and merciful commands. 
Forgive them ali ; fo, from my quiet Jlumber, 
I may arife in cheerfulnefs and peace 
To work Thy will wii h gladnefs and content. 
In His dear name are thefe petitions pour'd 
Who litteth at Thy fide — my rileii Lord. 






C\;/G/f7" THOUGHTS. 




Every night muft have its morning ; 
Howlbever dark it feem. 
In the far eaft liope-Iighls gleam. 

To the mourner giving WHrning, 

Of the day-break's coming beam. 



Every lleep mull have its waking; 

E'en the lail long fleep of all; 

When we quit death's llumber-thrall, 
Lord, on linners mercy taking, 

To Thy home our Ipirits call. 



There, through endiels ages, ever 

Balliing in Thy pretence bright. 
Shall our fever'd Ibula unite; 

There (liaU fee Thy face, and never 

Know agaiB tlie gloom of night. 







JFor Jjec 5>ufljana. 

^TERNAL Guardian of the good 
and true. 
Before whofe altar my firft bridal 

Were pledg'd, whofe blefling fLinftified the 

That join'd our beating hearts ; O God ! I 

thank Thee, 
That he, the dear one that Thou gav'ft me 

then. 

My hfe-companion, at ray fide ftill walks. 
Keep him. I pray, a thoufand times I pray 

Thee. 

Keep him in body and in foul. Increafe 
His faith and guide his footfteps in Thy way. 
Whate'er his earthly lot. or good or evil. 
Give him a gentle and contented heart; 
And teach him ftili to prize my beft endeavours 
To fwceten life for him, and guard hli love. 



And ftill, as time rolls onward, and life lofes 
The bloom and fragrance of its earlier da)s, 

5r the brown autumn and the boary wmter 
Of our declining age, pour the bright (unilime 
Of hope and peace inelFable. Tiiui le id us 

I to one quiet grave ; then, in Tby merc\ , 
Take our world-wearied fouls to dwell with 

Thee, 

Wliere doubt and forrow never more can come. 
And He, who for my fins from heaven came 

wear the robe of fcorn and thorny crown. 
To bear His heavy crofs, then hang and bleed 
And die for rn& — 'tis in His name I plead. 





HOME CHARMS. 

^OULDST thou have our o 
dear dwelling 
3e a love-enchanted hon 
I Spells I'll try, and there's 
telling 
How much To it may become. 

Sunny fmiles around I'll fcatter, 
Brighteft ftill when thou art near, 

Ule fond words, but never flatter. 
Smiles and words alike fincere. 



Round my heart I will afletnble 

Things and thoughts beloved of thee 

Till each wiih and lafte referable 
Thole that in tliy bolbni be. 

As the maid at midnight hour 
Ever watch'd, fo legends fny. 

The beacon-fire upon her tower 
To gviide her lover's lonely way ; 





When the world flialJ wrong or flight thee, 

'Midft thy bofom's hitter pain. 
The warmth of home fliall lure and light thee 

To my welcome cl&fp again. 

Then, with fond words and careires, 
Shalt thou, by our ingle's blaze. 

Tell how all the day's dirtreires 
One fuch evening hour repays. 





LORD, whofe eve 
looks down 

Upon llie foils of 
Thee guard. 
In all his ways, the hufband of my choice ; 
Keep him in body and in foul, and liay 
His fteps from danger ; from his eyes flmt oul 
Temptation, and direct his tender thoughts 
Homeward to her who loves and bleflea h m 
May holy angels, thronging round about h m 
Whifper to his dear heart unnumber'd thougl ti 
Of peace and gladnels, and, when all is br gl t 
And joyous, may the memory of our love 
Be warmth and mufic to his hippy houn 
This be my care my faithtul mate iway 
To guard our neft agauift ihe wily Inake 
lo fcreen our houlehold from the ch 11 nj, 

And watch with eager eyes tor his returi 





How foon the cold, divorc 
May come between o'jr 

breasts. 

And may we ftrive To, by Thy grace, to livt;, 
That fever'd here, as I'ever'd we nuill he. 
Again united and from forrow free. 
For His dear fake who for our ranfom died. 
We may in finlefs, endlefs blils abide. 






fl WEARY weight my bofom bears. 

Throughout the louely day ; 
J My heart, amidft its houfehold 

Still feels ihou art away; 
I miis the glance of tiiofe dear eyes. 

The merry palling word, 
The kind reproof, the mild advice, 

Midft lighter converfe heard. 



Each cheerlels meal, each filent walk, 

Is full of thoughts of thee ; 
I feem to hear when others talk. 

To fee what others fee i 
W hile my rapt fancy lovefl to roam 

To thy far diftant fide. 
And longs to bid thee welcome home. 

At quiet even-tide. 





m 



Still, at this holy tryfting hour. 

Do our fond fpirits meet. 
When I my heart-petitions pour 

Before the mercy-feat, — 
Oh ! would that thou were really n 

That thofe loved lips of thine 
Might kils away tliis anxious tear. 

And blend thy prayer v 





W>va^zv in fter Jpufbantr's 
^irftneCff. 

55'REAT Lord of Life, whole fm- 
corrediug hand 
Chaftens and guides Thy way- 
ward erring childreu. 
Teach me, with will 
fign'd, 
eet this vifitatioj 
And lee Thy murcy through the darkeft 

Give to my lurtering partner grace to bear 
The burden that Thy wifdom haih impofed ; 
Thou only knowefi if, again reftored 

a health and vigour to his former I'elfi 
We yet may journey on, and fide by fide 
Together face llie driving blafts of grief. 
Whatever bt, Tby wili or life or death 

1 here grant that his let hereafter 
Miy be an everlalfing home with Ihee 



m 




And for myfelf, in foul and budy ftrengthened 
By aid celcftial, may I fo difcharge 
With patient tendernefs the nurle's care, 

lat, when his hour of fickneCi (hall be o'er. 
The record of the paft IliaH Ceem to him 
A dream of pain indeed, but mingled ftill 
With mfimoriea of uunumber'd gentle wcprfs. 
Of looks of love, and felf-denying kindnels. 
And thus may this, as every other trial. 
Leave us with hearts more clofely bound lo- 

Wilh wiflies fan6tified, and wills reftrain'd 
Within the limits of Thy holy law. 
This in His name and for His fake I crave 
Who for our Ibuls His life a ranfom gave, 




Who to Martha the mourner turn'dli not a 

Forbearing to fcom her iieart-dt'folate prayer; 

Thou that "catift if Thou wilt," even now 

Pals over my guilt, and behold but my woe. 
And to gladneis reftore this heart, crying to 

Thee, 
Lord of Life, I implore Thee, have pity on mc- 




ma 




Watcli'd o'er me, even on my mother's breaft. 
And led me fafely through the hourly dangers 
Of riikful childhood and of youth, I pray Thee, 
Shower Thy bell gifts upon my early friends ; 
Glad with the fpirit of T'hy peace divine 
The home that once was mine, from the dear 

Drive forrow and milchance ; health md con 

tent 
May they dwell ever there, with fear of Thee 
May thoughtleli word or a6t of mme ne er 

One tear of forrow or one flulh of ftiame 
Amidft that band beloved, and when I th nk 
How the commencement of this hapj ler lite 




This later life of wedded love, involved 
V needful parting from that joyous circle 
Of fond warm hearts, O may I thence believe 
That my laft farewell bidden to this world 
Will uftier in a brighter purer ftate, 
Where our intelligence with fouls we love 
Shall be unclogg'd by bonds of flefli and ienie, 
Reftrided not by time or fpace, refined 
By clofe communion with angelic minds 
And by Thy prefence gladden'd and fecured. 
Thus, with a graieful memory of the paft. 
In hope alfared ftill be it mine to tread. 
Upheld by Thy fuftaiuing hand alone. 
The road by which the loved and loft are gone. 



9- 




FRIENDS AT HOME. 

^Y child hood's friends at home, be- 
fide 
The well'known hearth at even- 
tide. 

If fitting haply they may be 
In Ibcial chat or reverie, 
I'heir thoughts oft wander forth to mc. 

And many a wilh and many a prayer 
For me and mine are uttered there, , 

Nor is it little joy to know- 
That thofe, the lov<?d of long ago, 
Are cherithing onr memory fo. 

And friends at home have I, away 
In the bright Home of Homes are they; 
And (bmetimes fteats acrofa my breaft 
A longing wifh to be at reft 
With thofe dear fpirits of the bleft. 






Content thee, filly heart of mine! 

All earthly though it be, 'tis thine 

This home with wifely love to hlefe. 
Till life to tliee fliall he no led 
Than foretafte of heaven's bleflednefs. 

When fammoncd lO' ih' Eternal Court, 
Why murmur at the hindrance fliort, 

If thou, though pail the palace gate. 
Ere entering the room of itate 
Muft in the antechamber wait. 



A^ijS^-^^ 
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IScfore entering on Eiomeftic 
3Dutic0. 

^P;H! Thou thai in Thy lowty 

Ibjoum here, 
Wouldft oft retire from the 

throng 'd thoroughfare, 
Wouldft ftay awhile Thy heahng touch, and 

leave 
The lifteiiing crowds that hung upon Thy hpa, 
To fbare the meal domeflic, and to join 
In focial converfe, 'neatli tho quiet roof 
Of Thy loved Laznrus; oh ! be with nie 
Amidft my houfehold duties, as Thou wert 
With his two fillers. — May Thy gentle votce 
Speak lo my heart in fweet encouragement 
Or mild reproof and let me feel the gaze 
Of tliofe meek cj es hiw d on my e\ ery aft. 
And watching all I do Grant me the grace, 
Whllft Marlhi s bufy oiEtei ien ind 
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My lefler care, to call my better thoughts 
Down at Tliy feet, to fit with Mary lliere. 
And liften to Thy words ot' trutb and love. 
Teach me, with mind unnifiled and ferene, 
To meet the hourly accidents of life ; 
And lei the tones of gentle |)aiience lend 
Their foft fweet muflc to my lighteft word. 

1 ! may I bear in mind that from the roots 
Of wither'd and neglefled duties fpring 
The rankeft fin-weeds which Jnfeft the heart ; 
That wifdom infinite has placed me here 
To work Tljy will, watch'd o'er by angels' eyes, 
Cherilli'd and cared for, not alone by thofe 
Whom Thou hall given to tread life's path 

with me. 
But with a love beyond all human ken. 
By Thee on whom sny hopes of heaven depend, 
My Lord, my God, my Saviour, and my Friend. 




PS 




ACTIVE LIFE. 

s not they who idly dwell 
In cloifter grey, or hermit cell. 
In prayer and vigil, night and 
day. 

Wearing all their prime away. 
Lord of Heaven, that ferve Thee well. 

Aftion flill m.uft wait on thought; 

Life's a voyage, rough, though fliort ; 
We muft dare the forrow-wave. 
Many a fin-ftorm we muft brave. 

Ere we reach our deftined port. 

Sitting liftening on the ftiore 

To the ocean's reftlefi roar. 
Never launching on the main. 
Can the merchant hope to gain 

Wealth to fwell his trealiire-ftore ? 
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Where our Captain bids us go, 

Tis not ours to murmur " No." 

He that gives the fword and Ihield, 

Chooies too the battle-field 

On which we are to fight the foe. 



Though, where'er we look around. 
All we fee is hoftile ground. 
Where our up-turn'd eyes above 
Recognife His banner. Love, 
There it is we Ihould be found. 




) 





f^^^^H God! who 
\| the heart 

Gaze ft with Thine all-fearching 
eye, and there 
Dolt read the record of each fecret wifti. 
Guard witii Thy grace the Inlets to my foul, 
And chafe away the traitor thoughts within. 
That with temptation parleying ftand, and fain 
Would let in fin and foily. Make me feel 
That in the gay and care-forgetting crowd 
Thou art as near nie as in folltude; 
Keep Thou the portals of my lips, left words 
Of levity, or cenfure undeferved, 
Abufe the freedom of my mirthful hours. 
Tinge my each word and ^ftion with a hue 
Of heart-born courtely and holy love. 
That in the ufe of every focial gift 
The happinefs of others may be mine; 
And every effort which I make to pleafe 



?^ll 



May be unmarr'd by envy or by pride. 
And as the glow-worm, that, itfelf unfeeii. 
Glads with the Juftre of iis tiny lamp. 
Its little neighbourhood of blade and flower ; 
So grant, O Lord, my love of Thee may fliine. 
Not in the loud profefiion of my faith. 
But in the [leace-lighl flied around my path 
Still growing brighteft in the darkeft hour. 
And thus, whate'er I do, toy firft great aim. 
Be it Thy favour ; and my next, to keep 
In all their fervency my wifely vows, 
Unchill'd by contaft with the world's cold 

Unliillied flill by felfiftinels and fin. 
And this for His dear lake alone I pray, 
Who the foul's guilty ftains doth wafti away. 






HEART -SNARES. 

gHERE'S a world.aworld without 

Guard, we tnuft, againft i 
wiles ; 
Many a fnare lies round about us. 

Dream-born baubles, (erpent-fmiles. 
From our fight we canuoC drive them. 
Count them then as drofs and dirt ; 
By defpifmg, we deprive them 
Of the power to do us hurt. 

There's a world, a world within us. 

This, it is, we have to dread ; 
Evil paflions ftrive to win us 

From the path our feet fliould tread. 
Heart-rebellion ftill refifting. 

We muft keep the traitors down — 
Lord, without Thy grace allilling. 

Virtue foon would lofe ber crown. 





anben Bccobering from Ijer 
Confinement. 



7 ERE, . 



I my couch of feeblenefs. 



my heart 
In inward accents breathes its 
grateful fong — 
Its ibng of thankfulnel'a and praife to Thee, 
Great God of Heaven, that in the fearful time 
Of nature's agony haft held me up 
With Thy fuftaining hand, and (afely broaght 

me 
Through the pad hoursof danger and of pain. 
And now art leading me to ftrength and health. 
And aftive life again. Fain would I offer 
The golden tribute of a perfeft love. 
Obedience true, and nevL'r.fliaken faith , 
But I, alas! can only hope to bring 
The dove-like offering of meek penitence 
And humble truft. Thefe on the altar Heps 




Of my foul's gratitude I meekly place ; 

And I befeech Thee, Lord, teach me iiow much 

I need Thy love, how little I delerve it. 

Keep ever in my bread a fervent fenfe 

Of their kind offices, whofe gentle care 

Has carried out Thy merciful behefla. 

And gather'd round ray bed a tlioufand coni- 

Pour down Thy btefluig upon all J love. 
And let my thankfulnefs to Thee and them 
Shine forth in patient looks and words of 

kitidncfs. 
So, when I iliall go back into the bl^ak 
And bufy world, be it with ftrengthen'd faith. 
With brighter hope, and charity renew'd 
By hours of meditative fohtude. 
This for His fake I pray Thee, whom of yore. 
In the poor liable, blelfed Mary bore. 



Tlien, although a prifoner lying, 
Chain'd in wearinefs and pain. 
My foul through tedious hours is fighing 
For lunlhiue, aod for heakli again ; 
Yet in my chamber ne'er be found, 

Nor dream of fflfifli fin. 
But gentle words to thofe around, 
And holy thoughts within. 
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jTor tizx infant. 




GREATEST and holieftof woman 

3 That for our guilty lakes en- 
radled lay 

Drthy nianger, hear the prayer 
Of a glad mother, kneeling at Thy throne, 
Befeeching Thee with mercy to look down 
On her petition; and to fpread the winga. 
The ftieltering wings of Thy eternal love 
Above her little one, Guard the frail life. 
Which Thou haft given, from every latent ill ; 
Shed o'er the opening mind the influence 
Of Thy blefa'd grace, and in tlte infant bread |' 
Implant the feeds of virtue and of peace. 
And grant me. Lord, liich wiidom from above. 
That I may know how to dire6t and teach 
This young, warm heart, fo that it learn to || 

That which alone is truly loveable. 



And only fear tho evil in Thy fight. 
Let my example give a double force 
To fage and gentle precept. May I meet 
Increafing duties and extended cares 
With energy, with patience, and with hope ; 
Leaving to Thy all-wife, all -bounteous hand. 
The future deftiny of thofe I love, 
And ftriving only to work out Thy will 
Id faith, in happy ufefiilnels, and peace. 
For this, dear Lord, to Thee alone I cry. 
Who on Thy virgin- mother's breaft didft lie, 
Whilft choirs angelic fill'd the midnight fty 
With holy hymns, and heavenly niinftrelfy. 
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CRADLE-SONG. 




^'OPT be the hour of thy fleeping, 
Little one mine, dear litilc 



Safe, gentle lamb, be thy keep- 



In Che arms of the Shepherd divines 
Fond as thy mother's love. 
Yet there is One above 

Loves thee Hill dearer, 
And when for thee (he jirays, 
Grace, peace, and happy days. 
Bends down to hear her. 
Glad be the hour of thy waking. 

Little one mine, dear little one mine, 
God grant that the pangs of heart-breaking 
Never vifit that bolom of thine, 
God grant tliy ftream of life, 
Unves'd by guilt and ftrife. 
Gently may flow ; 





And when the time Ihall come. 
To thy eternal tiome 
'Tis thine to go. 
Calm be the hour of thy dying. 

Loved one of mine, dear loved one of mine ; 
Untrammell'd thy ipirit, when flying 
To the land where tlie holy ones Jhine, 





J?oc iiet CftilDrcn. 



^fTjATHER in Heaven, liflen to my , 
pra_j-er. 
And blels the children Thouf^ 
hafl given me. 
Thine, Lord, ihey are, fign'd with the fymbol- 

To be Thy ffrvants and Thy foldiers fworn ; 

Oh! may they never from ihofe ranks delert. 

Nor quit that high and holy fervitude. 

Keep them from every harm, from thofe alike 

That hurt the body and defile the foul. 

Help me, by holy precept and example. 

To form their charafters, and guide thcLr , 

hearts 
Into the patlis of pleafantDds and peace 
May I be ever ready to dettfl 
The latent feeds of evil; to tncocrage 
All belter taftes and feelings and to llmg 
So bright a radiance o"er a life of \irtue 




That they may feek it as Thy glorious gift. 
Thus, like fonie gentle planet, may I run 
Along the filent cuurfe of duty's round, 
Attraftiiig with me Hill thefe leffer orbs, 
Warm'd and enlighten'd by reflefled love 
Derived from Thee, our Centre, and our Sun. 
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Ctf mOTHER'S RECOMPENSE. 



HAT can a mother's heart repay 
In after years. 




I For watchful night and weaiy 

Beflde the cradle pals'd away. 

To fee her dear one tread the earth 
In life and health, and chlldifh mirth. 



What can a mother's heart repay 

For later care ? 
For words that heavenward point the way, 
For counfel againft pa/Bon's fway, 

And eameft prayer ! 
To watch her little pilgrims prels 
Along the road to holinefs. 




fBWTS U-:^^>^ -qiFE GIVING Lord' hear a 
^lP,l^ ^ I t mother's crj, 



W ho, in the hour of her bereave- 



And, KathLl Lke, bemoins her earlj dead 
Grant me Thy (.umfort. Thou tliat badeft erft 
The child lorn widow dry her tears, and gave 
Her only Ion, (mtch d from the ftiades ot 

death. 
Back to her glad embrace. I afk Thee not 
That my dear loft one (liould return again 
To this dark world of guilt and grief— ah ! no, 
A wiih fo felfifh and fo unrefign'd 
Muft never come between my heart and Thee. 
Teach me, inftead, to bow with chgften'd awe 
Meekly beneath Thy fiii-correfting hand. 
And reoognile a wifdom infinite 
In the myfterious workings of Thy will. 
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May my grief- ftricken heartj wean'd from the 

Cling clofer to Thy Crofi, and tlience derive 
Its fweeteft comfort, and its fix'd fupport. 
O'er the dead flowers of earth let me not (hed 
Vain, unavaiUng tears; but learn to tend. 
With never-wearied care and frelh delight. 
The cheriih'd duties that emliower the round 
Of daily life ; and ne'er may I forget 
That all the bleflings that furround me here 
Are but as loans of Thy all-bounieous love, 
Given lo be ufed, not worihipp'd, and re- 

(ign'd 
Back to Thy Hand, without one murmuring 

thought. 
Whenever in Thy fight it feemeth bed. 
To that glad country turn my tearful eyes 
Where the bereaved and loft, diflever d here 
Again united, fliall their voices join 
In mingled hymns around Thy throne ot 1 j,ht 
Thus may the bitternefs of forrow pals 
Away from niy fad tlioughts, and leaie me 

To fpend my beft endeavours and refoUea 
Amidft thole duties and thofe gentle jo)s 





That fill the hiftoiy of my daily life. 

So glad alike to go or ftay, I wait 

The bour of fumnjons to Thy mercy gate ; 

There for His fake who faves me from my fin 

Thy grace fliall ope the door and let me in. 






THE LOST LITTLE ONE. 




We mifs her footfall on the floor, 

Amidft the nurfery din. 
Her tip-tap at our bed-room door. 

Her bright face peepkig ia. 

And when to Heaven's high courts above 

Afcends our Ibcial prayer. 
Though there are voices that we love. 

One fweet \oice is not there 

And dreary feem the hours, and lone. 

Tint drag themlelves along, 
Now from our board her Ihiile is gone 

And from our hejrth her long 
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We niili that farewell laugh of hers. 


^( 




With its light joyous found. 


^^^ 




And the kifs between the baluflers. 
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When good-night time comes round. 


w 




And empty h her little bed. 


w 




And on her pillow there 


^^ 




Muft uever reft that cherub head, 


^^ 
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With its foft filken hair. 
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But often, as we wake and weep. 


m 




Our midnight thoughts will roam. 




To vifit her cold, dreamlefs fleep, 
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In her laft narrow home. 


o 




Then, then it is Faith's tear-dimm'd eyes 


w 
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See through ethereal fpace, 
Amidft the fpirit-peopled fkles. 
That dear, that well-known face. 

With beckoning hand flie feems to fay, 

"Though, all her fufferings o'er, 
Your little one is borne awaj 


1 


^ti' 


To this celeftial iliore. 


M 



" Doubt not (lie longs to welcome you 

To her glad bright abode. 
There happy endlefs ages through, 

To live with her and God." 
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i^OOK down, O mighty fearchet 
of the ibul. 
Upon my wayward, difobedient 
child. 

And drive away perverfe and finful tempers 
From this young heart. Without Thy Holy 

Spirit, 
Strengthening our better wifties, and inftllliiig 
Heaven-feeking thouglits, all hopelefe » 

the ftruggle 
Between our paflions and our good refolve 
Be near with Thy afiifting grace, I pray Thee, 
To this poor wanderer from the path of peace j 
And pour upon the fin- tormented breaft 
The foothing medicine of contrite love. 
And this be mine, bleft, happy tafk indeed ! 
With kind and gentle words to tell how pardon 
Is offer'd here on earth, how help h given 




To the fincerely penitent to curb 

Each evil tendency, with hope of Heaven, 

For His dear fake whofe death our ranlbm 

And in whofe name my everj- prayer is made. 
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FORGl VENESS. 



. we never, one and all, 

ke the roving prodigal ? 

:-.] I'roni ciir lirft baptifinal home, 

'^ E.irth's temptations bid us roam ; 

turn our back on Heaven, 



If w 

All the portion it has given, 

Time and talents, everything, 

In fin and folJy fquandering. 

Then, when we have fpent the whole. 

In the famine of the foul. 

Should the hungering fpirit find 

Lack of what it left behind; 

Thinking all its folly o'er. 

Let it leek that Father's door. 

And 10 the contrite felf-accufed 

Shall pardon never be refufed. 

If forgivenefs then is ne'er 

Withheld from fuch as feek it there. 





How freely fliould we here below, 
Pardon to fellow-finners fliow ! 
How with genilenefs Ihould ftrive 
Their kindlier thoughts to keep alive ! 
Foftering each inward grace. 
While their contrite feet retrace 
The devious paths that they have trod. 
Home lo penitence and God. 
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^ THOU, to whom the liomelefs 

Hagar pray'd 
For her thirft-ftricken child in 

the lone deiert. 
And aot in vain ; to Thee, O Lord, I come, 
Befeeching Thee to guard and guide the fteps 
Of this my fon, forth oo the wildemefs 
Of the drear world, an untried wanderer fent. 
Oh ! may Thy Holy Spirit be with him. 
And lead him to the never-failing fprings 
Of Thy eternal truth. AmidS the fnares 
And pitfeUs of his inexperienced courfe 
May he be found, treading with wary feet. 
And whilfl, with active ftep and cheerful zeal. 
He ftrives to raife himfelf above the throng 
That climbs and joftles up the fteep afcent 
Of bufy life, far from liis youthful breaft 





Drive the hard, lelhih masims of mankind. 
And ill its ejrly treftinefa teep his heart 
Untainted midfl theraammoti gralpmg crowd 
Enable him to hold within due bounds 
The headftrong paffions of his thoughtlels 

years , 
Direfl his tafles to innocent purluits. 
And blefs him with the friendlhip and the love 
Of thofe who may aflift him on the road 
Of honour, piety, and lafting peace. 
And this, I pray Thee for His fake to grant 
Who lived on earth a life of grief and want, 
Tlien died a death of fliame aud pain, thai He 
Might fet our fouls from guilt and forrow free. 






A MOTHERS FAREWELL. 

5 HOU, like Ibme gallant barque 

Muft quit, my boy, this Ihelter- 
ing bay ; 

Muft forth upon the wide world fail. 
And ftruggle againft Forlune's gale ; 
If calm thy way or tempeft-toft. 
Through fummer-fcas, by rocky coaft, 
One gentle ftar iliall Ihine above — 

The memory of thy mother's love. 

And in thy tearful hour and fad. 
Or wlieu thy buoyant heart is glad. 
In affluence or in penury, 
Whate'er thy future fate may be. 
One thought, oh ! be it ever there 
To warn thee againft pleafure's fnare. 
To foothe thy grief, thy faults reprove— 
The memory of thv mother's love. 



St. 



The memory of the time when thou 
Upon thy little knees wouldll bow. 
And in thy nurlery's twilight dim, 
Lifp fimple prayer and holy hymn ; 
By fell temptation overcome, 
Theri may ihy heart return to home, 
And thy world-tram mell'd bofom move, 
With memory of thy mother's love. 



She cannot now be at thy fide. 
Thy tears to dry, thy feet to guide ; 
Her voice no more can counlel thee 
Againft the falfe world"? flattery ; 
But hoiy angels, will iTie pray. 
Shall watch thy fleep and guard thy way. 
That neither time nor change remove 
The memory of thy mother's love. 



But though Ihe be no longer near. 
Thou haft a Friend, how far more dear ! 
When her fond heart is tum'd to duft. 
Still may He be thy hope and tnift ! 



By Him liiftaiii'd tbroiigli all thy days. 

Oh ! mingle, in thy prayer and praife. 

With grateful thanks lo Heaven above. 

The memory of thy mother's love. 
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jTor a aDaugJitcc on ficr 
ca£Dtiing=2DaB. 



W^]h^^ EAR, Lord, the prayer of a fond 
[^ r^-dl ';; mother's heart, 

^;^i^|[ nuptial day. 

I dare not afk that o'er her future life 
Unchanged profperity, unfullied joy. 
Peace, health, and earthly riches may be flied : 
But I would art: for her the better gift 
Of inward grace, direfting all her thoughts 
With fo much wifdom, governing her words 
With love fo true, and prudence fo refined. 
That Ihe may Hill be found, whaie'er betide. 
Treading with happy fteps the path of duly. 
Beloved and loving, and to others' eyes 
Making e'en virtue's felf more Inveable. 
Thus may it be her lot, and her dear partner's. 
With hearts united and in holy hope. 



To walk aniidft tbe Qiifting, ilippery fands 

Of mortal joy, and wait, with eyes intent 

Upon the brighter, better coaft beyond. 

For that glad honr in whicli their fpirits, borne 

Acrofs the narrow fea of death, lliall reach 

Eternal reft, and in His prefence baflt, 

In whofe great Name alone ray prayer I atk. 





e fmiles thy Friend divin 
While this thy ta(k Ihall be ; 
The loved ones to thy bofom given, 
To lead them on their path Co heavei 



Tbou haft thy miflion, anil I breathe 
A mother's fondeft prayer. 

E'en while the orange buds I wreathe 
In thy luxuriant hair : 

" When thefe bright locks are fcant and f 

May they be found in wifdom's way ! " 




IStfovz going to Cfjurcf). 



V that far 






;0D of the Sabbath, m 
I and wide, 

n arch'd cathedra] 
humbler aille 
Of village church, from ancient regal cbapel. 
From hofpital and difmal prifon-ward; 
From lone Ihips failing o'er the pathlefs fea. 
From living walls of marfhall'd hollow fquarea 
On teiit-befkirted fields, afcend to Thee, 
High praifes and thankfgivings, and the prayer 
Of contrite hearts for pardon and for grace, 
Amongft this crowd of worftiippers I come. 
With ihofe 1 We, to kneel before Thy throne 
And liften to Thy words of truth divine. 
Mine be a meek and humble mind that ftrives 
With no cenforious and fantaftic ear. 
But in finceriiy and truth, to join 
prayer to Thee, 
Father ; 




In humble wile to learn my daily duty. 
And with glad (trains to blels Thy Holy Name 
For Him, who from His Teat with Thee above 
Came down, and left His palace in the fky. 
To live for finners and for fintiers die. 





THE UNCHANGED. 



ES, time hath fpread a greyer h 
)'er the old church's rugg 




, a child ill this our pe 
I knelt upon my haflbck fmall. 

And now the manlliug ivy creeping 
Still higher up the tower doth grow. 

And fome I knew and loved are fleeping 
Beneath the hillock mounds below. 



And all things changed and fmaller feem 

From what they were in childhood's dayj 
Lefs lofty hangs the dark roof beam. 

And paler ftiines the co!(iur'd ray. 
And there are young and unknown faces. 

And fome there are I recognife. 
Still in their long-accuftom'd places, 

Wiih filver'd hair and failing eyes. 




And I am clianged, and all without me, 

All more or lefs is changed as well ; 
The marks of time I fee about me. 

All, all the fell-fame ftorj' tell. 
This, and this atone, remaineth 

Unalter'd, as in dnys of yore. 
The voice of prayer and praife retaineth 

The glowing words it ever wore. 

In thofe bleft words our fathers raifed 

Their fuppliani tones to Heaven above. 
And in fuch ftrains as thofe they praifed 

The Source of faith, and hope, and love. 
And fuch, in future fabbath hours. 

Shall through thefe holy aifles refound. 
While winter's fnows and fummer's flowers 

Upon our graves without are found. 




3In ti)E Cime of JpcofpcdtB. 

GOD ! whofe bounteous mercy 

poureth down. 
Alike upon the righteous and 
the evil. 

The undeferved and unremember'd gifts 
Of Thy exhaufllefs and impartial love. 
Fringing life's path with fweet, though fading 

Accept the tribute of my grateful thanks 
For aU Thy bleflings. Tis to Thee I owe 
That peace and plenty are around me now ; 
That loviog ones return my fmiles, and joy 
Crowns all my waking hours. Gire me the 

To keep before my mind the drift account 
Which I muft give of each and ev'ry talent 
Committed to my hand. Oh! may my heart 
Be quick and fenfitive where'er it feels 
Another's happinefs and peace conceru'd. 




At other times unfelfilh and content ; 
Forbid my foul, O Lord, llioiild be To fix'd 
On things of earth that I iot^et the future, 
Aud whilft in fight of the bleft heavenly fliore 
Of love and glory, walte my eager gazes 
Upon the ftraws and frothy bubbles floating 
O'er the bright furface of my tranquil life. 
And let me not forget, the felf-fame hand 
That gives may take away, and that the trea- 

fare 
Alone enduring is not found below. 
So, for His fake with Thee that ever liveth. 
Mine be the wealth Th)'faving mercy giveih. 




ra Journeying 
Staying to hear the wild birds Jing, 
Such, fuch ia mortal bljls. 



A feaman, when the land-gale's fighing 

From fome fpice-fragranC Indian grove ; 
A warrior, 'midft the dead and dying 
la fei'erifh dreams of triumph lying; 
Such, fuch is earthly love. 



And as the midnight lightnings call 

A ftiort-Iived radiance o'er the plain 
So this world's hopes a moment lali. 
Light up our path and then are paft. 
And all is dark a^nin. 




'Tis only in the land div 

Enduring happinefa c 
The pilgrim there has reach'd the Ihrii 
And OQ the traveller's bo&m ihine 

The hearth-fide lights of home. 



The feaman in his haven rides. 

The battle-field of life is won. 
And Imiles upon the mountain-fi 
Where everlaftitig peace refides, 
A never-fetting fun, 




3In tfte Cime of aOtierfitB. 



gHOU that with weary fteps 
flielterlera, 
Didft tread this earth for our 
unworthy lakes, 
Neglefted aud defpifed, a man of grief. 
With few that loved Thee, aud thofe few how 

Oh ! vifit me in this, our fad eftate, ^Ij^ 

And teach my far too ihibborn heart to bow 
Relign'd and humble to Thy wife behefts. 
Deferted by the world, be Thou my gueft. 
And dwell with me, dire6ting every thought 

nto thu narrow channel of my duty. 

irive from my breari regret and difcontent ; 
Infpire my lips with comfort-brealhing words ; 
And give me flrength aud freflien'd energy 
To cheer my fellow-traveller on his way 
Up the rough, ftony road that lies before us. 
id experience may we learn 
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To pity thofe around us in diftrefs. 

And give with willing heart our little aid. 

So teach us boll), as -worldly means decreafe. 
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To fix our willies on thofe better joys. 
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Purchaled for us by Thy mod precious blood. 
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Thofe hopes, ihat peace, which never know 
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decay, 
Which the world cannot give nor take away. 
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THE WIFE TO HER IIUINED 
HUSBAND. 

HY fliould I Ihrink from poverty 
If it be fliared, dear love, wiih 
thee? 
The world's negleft, the proud 
one's fcorn. 
How eafily can they be borne 
Whilft thou remaineft unforfworti. 
And true to rac ! 

[ little reek that with our name 
rhe crowd may pity join, or blame; 
That fickle ones, whom once we ranged 
Amongfl: our friends, are now eftranged — 
For thou, art thou not all unchanged. 
And ftill the fame ? 



Forced from o 



r fiatelier home to go, 
t not at the blow ; 




TliQKgh pear! and ruby never now 
Shall glitter on this breaft and browj 
1 can be happy yet, and thuu 

Shalt fee me lb. 

And though no more thine eye furveys 

The gems on which we loved to gaze j 

The Iculptor's breathing marble-dreain ; 

Tlie painter's magic tints, that Teem 

To bear our fplrits up Time's ftream 

To other days ; 

I'll deck thefe humbler walls of ours 
With firaple prints, and cafis, and flowers; 
And thefe, our houfehold deities. 
Shall be far dearer to thine eyes 
Than all the pomp that monarcbs prize 

Though to our board no menial train 

Shall bear the plenteous feaft again ; 

With willing hand will I prepare 

The frugal meal thou art to fhare. 

And joy to find my houfewife care 





And loving voices fliall be here 
With focial mirth thy breail to cheer ; 
And founds of houfehold minftreify. 
The hymn, the fong, ihe well-known g 
How often fliall they win from thee 
No bitter tear ! 



up^ 



Thus, though our brighter hours be paft. 
And life's fair noon is overcaft. 

Yet peaceful may our evening prove. 
As, journeying on with thofe we love. 
We look to reach our home above — 
,In heaven at laft. 




after angrg mottig. 



^H Thou ! that to the fretful oci 

gaveft 
1 The word, "Be ftill," and by 
Thy fiat hulh'd 
n-lalh'd biilows, calm my iroubled 
ind. 
And give my reafon full and free control 
To ftay Ihe ftniggling thoughts within that 

Would break their prjlbn bars in this i 

breaft. 

And, on the wings of angry words, burft forth. 
Hovering like harpies o'er the quiet feaft 
Of our domellic blifa. In the unhappy paft, 
Where 1 have been in fault, lead me to fee it 
And own it too ; and even, when the blame 
Might reft on others, let me rather bear it 
Than mar the hopes of our home-cherifli'd 
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Thofe better, fofter feelings which belong 
To the t'worn follower of mj gentle, meek. 
And lowly Lord. Thus ma} I cultivate 
Each Chriliian grace, and o er the one I love 
ret no greater power than that which fpriiigs 
From the free homage of a hulband's heart. 
So lliall our peaceful, quiet home be fitted 
To be the tarrying-place of angel guefts; 
Who by our hearth and at our board ihall leave 
The holy odour of unfeltifli thought. 
Of loving-kiudnefs, and contented joy. 
And thus, without a fingle wiih conceal'd 
From him, without one unlhared hope or tear. 
May it be mine to tread our graveward road 
By his dear lide ; then, laying down life's load 
To find, for Jefus' fake our fms forgiven, 
A linleis, griefleia refting-place in heaven. 




PASSING CLOUDS. 

i^HILL and dreary feiU the raiu 
doud. 
Curtaining the lammer iky, 
I Calling its grey, gloomy ftiadow 
O'er the landfcape far and nigh. 
But when the funfliine comes again. 
From forth the lliower-flooded plain, 
In hedge-rnw, bank, and fairy ring. 
The many-tinted wild -flowers fpring. 

Loud and fitful blows the bleak wind 

O'er the late unruffled bay, 
Tofling back the rattling fliingle 

'Midft the billows' fleecy fpray. 
But wheu the tempeft hour is o'er, 
Beftrew'd along the glifliening lliore. 
Many a ihell of rainbow dye 
With corals rich and fea-gems lie. 




Thus, fince pafs'cl the hour of anger. 

From the by-gone we may gather 

Something worth our while to learn ; 
We thence humility may find. 
Thoughts to each other's faults more blind 
And prayer for aid to Heaven above 
To watch our words, and guard our love. 




flDn tfje aEftrangement of fjer 
JpuffaanD'0 9ffection0. 




whither fliall 1 
bitter forrow but to 



iend of tlie defolate ! who here on eanh 
Too we![ knew wliat it was to be betray'd, 
Deferted, and denied by tboie Thou lovedfi. 
Pour on ray aching thoughts the heavenly 

balm 
Of Thy peace-giving comfort, and the more 
The tiea of man's afteftions fhow themfelves 

Tie-worn and fragile, and the more the joys 
And trufls of this life vanifli from my path. 
Grant my beft thoughts and wilhes may be 

turn'd 

To Thy eternal promifea and love, 
Blefs, O my God, with Thy converting grace 



That lin-deluded heart to which my own 
Is bound for ever, and vouchfafe Tliy aid 
When I endeavour, by all gentle means, 
To win it back to virtue and to me. 
If my own fault or folly be the caufe 
That lirft eftranged his truant love from me, 
May I amend and guard my conduS fo. 
That, in all lawful things, I may become 
The echo of his will ; nor let me think 
Another's fin can ever be a plea 
For my neglefled duty. May I fee, 
In the fad fall of one fo dear, a deep 
And folenin warning to avoid each ftep 
That leads, however flightly, from the path. 
The narrow path, of reftitude and peace; 
In which to keep us, fend down from above 
Upon Thine handmaid, and on him I love. 
Thy Holy Spirit, that our hearts may be 
United to each other, and to Thee. 
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This fad heart, long wont to adore thee. 

Though injured, deceived, and neglefted. 
To Him (hall plead with thee and for thee. 
And ne'er may its prayer be rejefted ! 
Yes, pray with me grace may be lent. 

That joy may abide with us yet. 
That thou mayeft be taught to repenf, 
And I to forgive and forget. 





^H Y Will be done ! " God of the 

defolate ; 
Teach me, witli heart refign'd 

and calm, to fay, 
"Thy Will be done!" I know it was Thy 

hand 
That gave ; oh ! may I fee Thy hand alone 
Reclaiming that it gracioufly beftowed. 
Quiet my murmuring Lhoughts,ftiU my regrets. 
How little I deferv'd my happy lot 
Should laft lb long ; but life is now a void ; 
Void, did I fay ? forgive roe, Lord, for life 
Is full of duties ftill, nor wilhout joys. 
Have I not round about me thofe to love, 
And lead in holy paths? Are there no tears 
On other cheeks that I may wipe away ? 
I bear his name, and I may hear it blelfed 



By grateful lips. The memory of his kind 
Approving fmile, will it not glad each hour 
Of cheerful ftruggle againlt grief and lin. 
Guard me, and help me on my journey home, 
God of the widow and the fatherlefs ! 
May I forget my own, my bitter woes, 
lo pouring comfort inio others' breads. 
Far from thefe lips be cenfure or complaint ; 
And let me ftrive by every lawful means 
To hide the faults of others, and my grief. 
So by ray gladfome looks and happy tones. 
By fympathy in all the gentle joys 
Of young and merry heans, may it appear 

iw bright and funny is the lot of thofe 
Who have Thy love, a folane in their woes, 
Who dinging to Thy Crofs, their fouls lo fave. 
Can look wiihout one ftiudder towards the 
grave. 





THE LAST WORDS. 

ESIDE a dying man, t!ie one lie 
loved was kneeling, 
O'er his features cold and wan 
the fhades of death were 
ftealiog ; 
And as her prayer flie ftay'd, that clammy 

cheek to kifs, 
" Go on, go on," he faid, then paffed away to 
blifi. 

"Go on, go on," the words in her ears are 

ever ringing ; 
Above, the very birds " Go on, go on " are 

fingingj 
The ftream that gurgles by, the raindrop firom 

the eaves, 
" Go on, go on " reply to the milling of the 

leaves. 
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" Go on," tlidugli broken -heart ed and defolate 
thou be. 
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The voice of the departed ihall ftill return to 
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thee; 
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Amidfl the daily fight, o'er care and forrow 
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In the watches of the night, that voice fliall 
..y"Goo„." 

" Go on," though faint and weary that grief- 
wom frame of thine, 

Though o'er thy pathway dreary no hope- 
light feem to &ine. 
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Yet ftill thou haft a ftaff, 'tis fafe to lean upon. 
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A comfort cup to quaff, then cheerily "go 
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on." 
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" Go on," maybe befide thee is the fpirit of 
thy love. 

And certainly to guide thee is a Hand held 
forth above. 
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" Go on, go on," for o'er thee watch ever 


ffiUi 






angels' eyes. 
And ftretching out before ihee a better countrj 
hes 
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SDn tfic approach of £)eatl). 

^OURCE of my lile ! in this its 

funftt hour. 
When I have reach'd the lall 

and toillbme llage 
Which feparates me from my journey's end. 
Awhile I turn ray gaze from the dim line, 
Where earth and heaven amidft the fhadowy 

twilight 
Appear to mingle, and behind me look 
Upon the path my weary fieps have trod ; 
To Thee, O God ! it is to Thee I owe 
That I have ibjourn'd in this wildemel's, 
A pilgrim and a ftranger as I am, 
Suftain'd by Thy protefling hand, and led 
Not without fm and forrow, but ftill led 
On to the confines of that better land 
Looming before me now, A thouland times 
Thy ftafF has ftay'd my fteps in fi'ippery ways. 
And the rich cordial of Thy grate divine 
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Refrefti'd my fainting foul. It is Thy mercj. 


Giver of every good, hath (liower'd upon me 




So many bleffing-s; heahli, and food, and 
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Tlie means of grace, and hopes of heaven's 

blifs. 
While I confefs how poor has been the ufe 
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Of thefe Thy gifts, how ofien and how fadly 
I have forgotten Thy behefts, and liften'd. 
With charm'd and eager ear, to the wild 
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ftrains 
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Of fyren paflions, I entreat Thee, mark not 
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Whate'er Tiiy handmaid fliall have done 
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amilS, 
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But look with eyes of mercy on each thought 
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And word of mine, for each demands Thy 
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pardon. 
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Bear with me to the laft and clofing hour; 
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Then come and give me hope, and firength. 
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and peace, 
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That I may take my leave of earth, and all 
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That it holds dear, withoot one murmuring 
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And fo my foul, by blefled fpirlts wafted. 
Shall reach her place of difembodied reft, 
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Let them fiiig, " Dear fuftering one, 

" Soon thy journey will be done, 

" Thy fight be fought, thy race be run ; 

"Thy foul, with rapture glowing, 
" The everlafting hills Ihall fee, 
"Where pain no more can come to thee, 
" And neither fin nor forrow be — 

" The land to which thou'rt going. 



" He, thy Saviour and thy guide, 
" For thy guilty fake that died, 
" Even now is by thy fide, 

" Comfort thoughts bellowing. 
" Angelic forma their arms extend, 
" And linileih many a long-loft friend 
" Glad welcome to thy journey's end — 

" The land to which thou'rt gomg " 



Then, as the burden of their fong 
In faint fweet cadence dies along. 
One happy, radiant look among 

That group of mourners throwing, 
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